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they were not the words of a real man.
Bettington was taking them down one by
one from some intermediate space between
heaven and earth and putting them before
her.

" Another one who has decided he's not
in love with me/' she laughed.

" There's something very fine in that letter,
I think."

1' I'm sorry. I'm not in the mood to appre-
ciate it," she said.

" I wasn't, either, when I read it; but I
feel it now."

"So you two stand there admiring each
other's nobility, while I wait for the first
who will degrade himself sufficiently to
marry me."

"You know that's not true."

" Wouldn't it be simpler," she went on
implacably, "if you both had me as a mis-
tress, turn and turn about. You'd have
so much opportunity for renunciation. You
could go on admiring each other quite in-
definitely."

" Don't be so bitter, Felicia. I've never
known you like this before."

"I've never known you like this before;
and neither of us has ever known a situa-